FALTER    DE    LA    MARE
Fleming, on the padded tray which Mrs. Monnerie had had

"The toadlet, my dear Percy, Is about to take a little gentle
exercise with me in the garden, and you shall accompany
us. . . .'

Then, "Hah!' cried Mrs. Monnerie in a large, pleasant
voice, 'here is Miss M. Percy has been exposing a wounded
heart, precious one. He is hurt because you look at him
as if there were positively nothing more of him than what is
there to see.'

"Not at all, Aunt Alice,' Percy drawled, with a jerk of his
cane. * It was for precisely the opposite reason. Who knows
you ain't a witch, Miss M.? Distilled? Heavens, Aunt
Alice! you are not bringing Cherry tooT

Yes, Cherry was coming too, with his globular eye and
sneering nose. And so poor Percy, with a cold little smile
on his fine pale features, had to accommodate himself to Mrs.
Monnerie's leisurely pace, and she to mine, while Cherry
disdainfully shuffled in our rear. We were a singular quar-
tette, though there were only two or three small children
in the palisaded garden to enjoy the spectacle; and they,
after a few polite and muffled giggles, returned to their dolls.

Yet Miss M. makes her conquests, too.    Apart

from Sir Walter, and Mrs. Bowater, is there not
her little pasha,  whom she  encounters  in a

railway train?

^Yiy spirit drank in this company. So rapt was I that I
might have been a stock of wood. Gathered together in
this small space they had the appearance of animals, and, if
they had not been human, what very alarming ones. As
long as I merely sat and watched their habits I remained
unnoticed. But the afternoon sun streamed hot on roof
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